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The First Poem of the First Day

had not here as yet,
Save cavern-shade,
Aught been ;
But this wide abyss
Stood deep and dim,
Strange to its Lord,
Idle and useless ;
On which looked with his eyes
The King firm of mind,
And beheld those places
Void of joys ;
Saw the dark cloud
Lower in eternal night,
Swart under heaven,
Dark and waste,
Until this worldly creation
Through the word existed
Of the Glory-King.
Here first shaped
The Lord Eternal
Chief of all creatures,
Heaven and Earth,
The firmament upreared,
And this spacious land
Established,
By his strong powers.
The Lord Almighty.
The Earth as yet was
Not green with grass ;
Ocean covered
Swart in eternal night,
Far and wide,
The dusky ways*
Then was the glory-bright
Spirit of heaven's Guardian
Borne over the deep
With utmost speed :
The Creator of angels bade,
The Lord of Life,
Light to come forth
Over the spacious deep.
Quickly was fulfilled
The high King's behest;
For him was holy light